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Boys Just Wanna Have Fun 


Author's Notes: 
Just threw this together, but | kinda like it.. hope you do too! (and boy do | wish this was a true story 
hahaha) 


| look over at Nikki. He grins at me and | laugh evilly at my Terror Twin. We always have the best of times 
together; he's my best bud, after alll And no one does fun like we do it. 


"Ready?" | ask enthusiastically. 
| sure as hell am" He smirks. 
"Alright. l.. 2.. 3, go!" | exclaim, and we both shake the spray cans | got for us and then spray as much as we 
can all at once. Paint goes all over the car and we're falling over ourselves, shaking with laughter as tears of 


joy stream down our faces. 


"He's gonna have a heart attack when he sees this!" Nikki gasps between giggles. | can't even stop laughing long 


enough to answer, so instead | just nod as best | can, clutching my sides. Finally | calm down enough to speak. 
| can't wait to see the look on his face." | tell Nikki, cracking up again at the thought of it. 
"Yeah, but he's gonna murder us." Nikki tries to be serious but he's still chuckling. 


"Dude, its totally gonna be worth it!" | remark, giving him a friendly punch on the arm. He grins. "This is 
priceless!" | tell him, and he agrees. 


We both gather ourselves and take a couple of steps back to admire our work fully. Pink and green paint 


splotches cover the entire car; Vince's brand new convertible. Beautiful. 


"But it isn't quite finished!" | mention. Then | take another spray can, go up really close to the car, and write 
‘Welcome home, dude! Love you!" on the side, because Vince will be returning from rehab later, and it seems 


like a nice touch. "Now it's done." | say. 


Nikki admires the paintjob and gives me a high five. Then we both go inside, where Mick is waiting to work on 
some new material with us. We have several telltale paint splotches all over ourselves, and Mick gives us a 


questioning look. 


"We were just.. working on a little ‘welcome back' present for Vince." Nikki tries to say this as innocently as 
possible, but he can't help snickering a little. At first Mick remains confused, but then he takes in the paint 


splatters and notices the general direction we came from, and seems to put the pieces together. 


"No.. you didn't!" He brings out. Nikki and | exchange glances and grin. Mick walks over to the window and looks 
out. Sure enough, he sees the newly colored convertible and his eyes widen. "You guys aren't supposed to do 
this shit!" He proclaims. "Vince isn't gonna be in a good mood, coming back from rehab again. This'll just piss 


him off, do you want him to start drinking again?" 


Nikki and | hadn't really thought about that. We never really do think about things. But that's part of what 


makes it fun. 


"Okay, so we didn't think it through fully. But don't worry, Mars. We've got it under control. He won't start 
drinking again. You wait and see," | remark with a mysteriously smug look on my face. "Now let's make some 


musicl" | add, to get his mind off it, to which he reluctantly agrees. Mick worries too much. 


A couple of hours and several awesome tunes later, we hear the sound of Vince's other car pulling into the 


driveway. 


"Fuck! Hide!" | yell at Nikki, and we run into the back room, me giggling again, until Nikki shushes me. For a while 
there's silence. Then we hear what sounds like an aggravated scream, and the sound of stomping feet and a 
door slamming. | have to cover my mouth to keep from laughing again (or actually to muffle the laughter, 
rather than prevent it). Just as long as Vince doesn't hear it. 


But a couple of seconds later, Vince is standing in the doorway staring at us. His face looks very angry and it 


looks very funny, and a small smile forms on my lips. Unluckily for me, Vince sees it. 
"You think this is funny? Ruining my beautiful, new, EXPENSIVE car?" 


"Hey, to be fair, we didn't ruin it! One, it looks much better. Two, its just paint, and it'll come off" Nikki points 


out, and | nod in agreement. Vince is still fuming. 


"You two are ridiculous! And you're cleaning that shit up, by the way. Idiots." Vince scoffs and turns on his 


heel, leaving the room. 

"He's such a drama queen" | remark, and Nikki nods. 

"Yeah, but he always has been. He'll come around" 

"Hey, you know what | wanna know? How he even knew we were in here. It's not really the first place somebody 
would look" Suddenly we hear movement in the hall and we look out to see Mick walking past the door. Then it 
hits us. 

"Of course. That little shit!" Nikki laughs. "You can always count on Mick to rat us out" But he's smiling. And it 
was definitely worth it. The pranks always are. And it's not like we aren't used to what goes along with them. A 
little trouble never hurt us, so who cares? If there isn't at least some catch in the end, you're not doing the 
prank right. And Nikki and | like to pride ourselves in thinking we're some kind of masters at pulling pranks. 

The next day, Nikki and | are outside washing Vince's car. We've been at it for a couple of hours already (and 
the process is probably prolonged a lot by the fact that we're procrastinating like motherfuckers, but let's not 


focus on that). The sun is beating down on us like crazy. 


"IFs fucking hot out herel!" Nikki complains. "Why did we paint this fucking car in the first place? That was 
stupid." 


"HEY!" | shout. "That's the sun talking. If | ever hear negative talk from you again, then." | warn him. 
"Then what?" Nikki prompts. 
"Then THIS!" | lift the hose I'm using to wash the car up and direct it at Nikki, soaking him. 


"FUCKER!" He exclaims with a huge smile on his face, and fires back with his own hose. It turns into a huge 
water fight; another excuse to procrastinate, of course, but hey, it's fun, and besides, it's hot out! 


Just then Vince comes out of the house, not paying attention, wearing sunglasses and looking to the other side, 


and walks, of course, straight into the line of water Nikki's shooting. He stops dead in his tracks, shock on his 


face, which quickly turns into anger. 

"You two are exhausting!" He yells at us. "Ever since I've been back, all you've been doing is annoying me!" 
"Ever since you've been back, all you've been doing is being uptight and no fun" | murmur under my breath. 
"What's that?" Vince snaps. 

"Nothing," | say. "Just that you were so much more fun before rehab." 


"Yeah? Well, maybe | should start drinking again then. Maybe | can get drunk enough to block the two of you 


out. Do we have any Jack in the house?" He actually seems serious. 


"No, dude, we had to get rid of it all, remember? Just so you wouldn't be tempted, since you can't buy any 


right now." 
"Oh, that's right, stores aren't letting you buy any alcohol!" | have to laugh, and Vince shoots me an evil glare. 
"But that's okay, we'll go out and get you some when we're done with the car. As an apology." | tell Vince, 


putting on my best innocent face. He turns and walks away, leaving us to it. 


Nikki and | finally finish up the car, while goofing off a little more in between too (of course). Nikki runs inside 


to get some money and tell Vince and Mick what we're doing. 


"Guys, we're heading out to get Vince some JD like we promised! Be right back" He comes out snickering, but 


before we can leave for the store Mick comes outside and stops us. 

"Guys, tell me you aren't serious! You know we have to keep Vince away from alcohol." 

"Don't worry about it, scaredy-cat!" | tell Mick. 

"But if he goes back to alcoholism-- " Mick tries to interject, but | interrupt him. 

"He won't" Then Nikki and | turn and go, leaving a very confused-looking Mick behind. 

About twenty minutes later, we get back and quickly run back into the room we were hiding in the day before, 
so nobody comes in Then we pull out the things we got: An empty Jack Dariel's bottle from the return 
counter, and a bottle of soy sauce. Those two are practically the same color. So we start filling the soy sauce 
into the Jack bottle. It takes a while, but it'll be priceless and totally worth it when this prank is completed. 


"Are you sure about this, dude? Vince was pretty mad earlier." 


‘Chill out, man!" | reply. "Seriously, stop being such a pussy, Nikki." | grin at him and continue pouring. And 
finally, the bottle's full. | take it and walk back into the hall, dangling it between my fingers. 


"Hey, Vince. We got your alcohol!" And sure enough, Vince comes running. He's still an alcoholic at heart. | guess 


he'll never fully get rid of that. 

"Hand it over." Vince says, and he doesn't seem to be suspicious of the bottle (although he really should be). 
Mick is lurking warily in the background. Vince takes the bottle, twists the cap off, and takes a big, hasty gulp, 
as if it were water and he'd been in the desert for hours without anything to drink. 


Between when Vince raises the bottle and it touches his lips to when the brown liquid gushes into his mouth, 


Nikki and | have about three seconds tops to make a run for it, and we do. 

Once again, we didn't think this through properly and so we don't have anywhere planned to run to, but Vince is 
too busy choking to chase us right now anyway, so we just run around the corner. Once safely out of sight, 
we both collapse in fits of hysterical laughter as we hear Vince screaming at Mick to go get him some water. 
Between laughs, Nikki manages to bring out: "I wish we could have stuck around long enough to see Vince's face 
when he tasted the soy sauce." By now tears are streaming down Nikki's face and l'm laughing so hard my 
stomach hurts and I'm doubled over on the floor. 

Several minutes later, Vince returns with Mick at his side. 

"What the hell was that?" He towers above us, hands on his hips, staring down at us angrily. 


"What, you mean it wasn't Jack Daniel's?" | ask with fake innocence. 


"Damn it, | knew that store looked shady! Told you we shouldn't have bought the JD there." Nikki exclaims, 
looking to me, mocking being appalled. Vince clearly isn't buying any of it, but we don't care. 


Mick grabs the bottle and sniffs it. "It smells like soy sauce." He mutters. "So that's what you guys went to 
the store for! | knew you couldn't be getting Vince alcohol." 


Vince realizes what it was now, thanks to Mick, and shoots us one of the dirtiest glares he can possibly 


muster. 


"You guys are gonna pay. Just you wait" Then he turns and struts away in a huff. Mick follows him, but in a 


much calmer way. 
| turn to my troublemaker companion. 
"You know what l'm thinking, Nikki?" 


"What's that?" 


"I think it's time for some revenge on poor old Mick. We go way too easy on him." Nikki looks intrigued. 


"| already have an idea," He says. "We'll go for the classic prank: thin plastic foil over the toilet bowl, clear 


enough for him not to see." 

"Genius!" | give Nikki a high five. "That way, when he goes to pee, it'll spray all over the place. Ha, take that 
Mars, you little snitch!" | beam at Nikki, and we prepare the prank away. Lucky for us, we have some saran 
wrap, which works fine as plastic foil, so we don't have to go out to the store. 

Once the prank is ready, all we need to do now is wait. So we hang around Mick an extra amount, just to make 
sure we don't miss it when he next goes to the bathroom. We also offer him a lot of water. Mick is just a 
little unnerved by the extra attention we're paying to him, and it's hilarious. 

Finally, the time comes when he needs to go to the bathroom. We discreetly follow him and stand outside the 
door, waiting and listening. There's silence, and for a while we're worried that something went wrong! That 
either we didn't set it up right, or that Mick saw what we did. But no, sure enough, shortly after, there it is. 
The aggravated scream, followed by a: "TOMMY! NIKKI! I'LL GET YOU FUCKERS IF IT'S THE LAST THING | DO." 


Nikki turns to me and says: "You know, I'm really starting to like hearing those screams." 


"Me too." | smile at Nikki. "Let's go outside." | suggest. So we go outside and walk around a little, avoiding the 


house because we know what awaits us there. 

We walk in silence for a while, but then Nikki speaks up. 

"Everyone kinda hates us, you know. We're dicks." 

| know," | can't help laughing at how he says that so bluntly. "Their loss." | add. 
Then there's more silence for a while, and this time I'm the one to break it. 


"You know, we really couldn't have a better nickname. It's the Terror Twins against the world, dude." | hold out 


my hand for a fist bump and smile peacefully. 


The two of us, we sure do have a great time together. And getting in trouble? Again: we're used to it, it never 


hurt us, who cares. 


Some people might say we go looking for trouble or danger, but we don't. We just like to have fun, that's all. 


